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         Entry 001 - 10/23/2077
This place is supposed to be our salvation, And Yet I want to be alone, Everything seems perfect on the surface, yet something feels off. It's like an itch at the back of my mind that I can't scratch. The air is sweet.. Entry 002 - 10/30/2077
The whispers started last night. At first, I thought it was just the ventilation system acting up, but then I realized...they were saying my name. Over and over, soft and insistent. I tried to ignore them, but they got louder. Entry 003 - 11/15/2077
It's getting worse. The whispers follow me everywhere. I see shadows moving in the corners of my eyes, but when I turn to look, there's nothing there. I haven't slept in days. Every time I close my eyes, I see...things. Dark things. Twisted faces Entry 004 - 11/20/2077
I can't tell anyone. They won't believe me. They think I'm losing it. They think im an addict. But I know what I hear, what I see. Last night, the shadow stood at the foot of my bed. It was tall, impossibly tall, with eyes like burning coals. It whispered to me, told me it understood my fears, my desires. It promised freedom if I would just...let go.
 Entry 005 - 12/01/2077
I found a hidden tunnel today. Its like it called to me, guided me to it. The whispers are stronger here almost like a chorus. I can feel the shadow's presence, so close I can feel it in me! It wants me to follow it, to embrace my true will!
 Entry 006 - 12/15/2077
If you find this, it's already too late. I'm in the tunnel now, and the whispers—oh God, the whispers—they're deafening! They drown out every rational thought, my mind god my mind its a chaotic storm. The shadows move and twist, I see grotesque shapes reaching for me, their icy fingers dragging me deeper into the abyss! My flashlight died hours ago, and now I am utterly blind, swallowed by this suffocating blackness. The air is thick,  poisoned with some kind of gas maybe!? I can feel eyes on me—something ancient, something malevolent, watching my every move. It’s close, so close! I hear its breath, ragged and hungry, echoing through the tunnel.
 I can't move any further. My legs are lodged in a corner, my body is trembling uncontrollably. The whispers have turned to screams, a horrifying cacophony of agony and despair. I understand now—there is no escape, no freedom. It's consuming me, devouring me piece by piece!

This is my final entry. Was this my Will? I am finally alone. I am so cold,

Oh God, help me, it's here! The darkness! It’s alive! It's taking me. My blood... so cold... Please... don’t let it take—
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